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that pub in Foochow Street for years and years.
He was the * Old Man 3 of the Starlight. He's a
sailor all right, is Jackson.

" The last trip I had with him was ten months

ago.   The Starlight came inhere to the West Dock

with timber.    She had to go Into dry-dock, and

I signed on for her again when she was ready.

This used to be my home, Poplar, before I married

that Cardiff woman.    Do you know Poplar at

all ?    Poplar's  'all   right.    We   went   over   to

Rotterdam for something or other,  but sailed

from there light, for Fowey.    We loaded about

three thousand tons of china clay for Baltimore.

" The sea got up when we were abreast of the

Wolf that night, and she was a wet ship.    * We're

running into it,' said old Jackson to the mate.    I

was at the wheel.    * Look out, and call me if I'm

wanted/"                            ;

'The' man pushed his plate away, and leaned
towards me, elbows on the table, pushing ol^liis
flat and brutishf ace, with his wet hair plastered brer
all the brow he had. He appeared to be a little
drowsy with food, " Ever crossed the Western
;ocean in winter ? Sometimes there's nothing in
If* But when it's bad there's no word for it.